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of precipices, others are transfixed on the tree-
tops, while others haunt the homes of their an-
cestors, all waiting till the penance has been en-
dured and the hour of release arrives.

I wish the name of the part of Ireland, of
the very village, where Mr. McAnally was
told that the spirits of the lost were hung on
the sides of precipices and transfixed on the
points of trees had been given. For it is a new
and very strange piece of folk-lore. It sliould
have been recorded with a reverent exactness
as to place and time. It is strange enough for
the Mahabharata or the Inferno of Dante.

The belief that the less holy dead are com-
pelled to haunt the scenes of their transgres-
sions is universal. The good also, Mr. McAn-
ally might have added, may be earth-bound
by some care or untold secret. In all parts of
Ireland one hears stories of mothers who have
"appeared" because of their orphan children
being neglected by the husbands. One such
case occurred lately in Tyrone. The children
told the priest of their mother's coming to
them continually. He asked were they sure it
was their mother. They answered, " Would
we not know our own mammy?" At Howth
a little while ago a woman was said to have
appeared to a neighbor because her children
had been sent to the workhouse. She also